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Autumn Spirits 


The seasons were on the change. Just the way he liked it. Trees were shedding their leaves, fire coloured piles 
crackling underfoot. A distinct scent hung in the air, one of bonfires, pumpkins, Halloween, and the coming 
winter. In the morning, and in the evening, a gentle mist rose among the almost skeletal trees, lending an 


otherworldly feel to the parks of New York City. 


Brooklyn Heights Promenade was his patch, his haunting ground, and it's where he liked to be, no matter what 
the time of the year. Even out of work hours he would stride along the wide walkway, the water on one side, 
the trees on the other. Every time he would stop at the same bench and sit, staring out across the water to 


the Statue of Liberty. 


The night before Halloween was no different. Dressed in a long, black coat and heavy boots, Peter walked 
unchallenged, savouring the moment. No one bothered him and no one seemed to care. He was as free as the 
spirits of the trees around him. Among them was where he liked to be. The trees and bushes didn't judge him, 
didn't demand of him. They wanted nothing but love in return for his presence. And it was a love he was willing 


to give. 


Night had fallen a long time ago, the lights of the promenade shining beacons in the misty air. A few people 


still walked or cycled. All ignored the man dressed in black. He was one of them, another soul sailing through 


the city. 


Finding his bench, Peter dropped on to it, hands dangling between spread legs as the gentle breeze from the 
water teased stray strands of hair. Two trees flanked the bench, sentries at either end, providing shade in the 


summer and welcoming embraces in the winter. 


Closing his eyes, he breathed in the familiar New York air. He always felt alive when he was outside, energised 
in a way which drugs, sex, and alcohol couldn't provide. There was a freedom to nature, a deep seated 
knowledge which was passed from the Earth to humans. Yet only a few could hear the song and respond to it. 


He'd loved working for the NYC Parks Department, adored it even. And, during down times with the band, he 
willingly volunteered, even if to just recharge his flagging batteries. It was the perfect antidote to his other 
persona Even in his darkest moments, the lapping of the water and the rustling of the leaves were calming 


voices to his worried mind. 


Leaning back against the bench, he opened his eyes and looked out across the water. A few boats bobbed on 
its surface, lights twinkling through the hazy darkness. There, amid it all, was Brooklyn Bridge, a beautiful 
monument to the city, one which would outlive them all. His eyes looked down the promenade and in to the 
shadows of the trees. A slow smile twisted his lips and, getting to his feet, he stepped amid the trees, the 


mist parting as he walked. This was his home, his forever home. 


